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England and Scotland, with Mr. Rives, our Minister,
whose health requires some relaxation from very inde-
fatigable attention to his public duties. No man can be
more devoted to the objects of his mission, though I see
some one has been writing against him from this country.
You are now of an age to know that an article of this
kind, which bears on its face evidence of personal malice,
is worthy of no respect.
Mrs. Pomeroy tells me that you are engaged to be mar-
ried, but she does not say to whom! William got a letter
from his mother, acquainting him with the marriage of
his sister, without descending to this trifling sort of detail,
too; though the individual wedded or to be wedded is
after all the most essential part of such intelligence. We
come to marriage almost as infallibly as we come to our
graves, but the who and the when are interesting points in
the former; as the last is in death.
You will oblige me by telling your aunt that I had no
need of the counterbalancing attacks of Mrs. Heli, as I
know nothing of the eulogisms of which she speaks. Re-
views give me little concern, whether favorable or the
reverse. What I have written is written, as the Turks say,
and it cannot be helped. Neither do I know any thing of
her, Mrs. Heli, who is a lady beyond my knowledge. The
critiques of those around me are not often read, and as I
do not know where to find Mrs. Heli, I must go without
the corrective. Is she a poet1?—I have been told that cer-
tain poets in America have never forgiven my having
omitted their names in an enumeration of the Am. Poets
I had occasion to make a few years since, and that they
feed on my literary carcass whenever it falls in their way.
This you see, my dear boy, is the penalty of wielding the
quill. I remember, at the commencement of the last war,

